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	1. Practicing in the Woods

**Hello everyone. Before I begin, I just wanted to say that came up with the idea of Heather having a younger sister awhile ago, but never had the time to write it out. At least, not until now.**

**Disclaimer: I do not own How to Train Your Dragon or any of the franchise (although, like everyone else, I wish I did). I only came up with the idea and the several OC's found in this story. Also, if you want to use any of my OC's, please ask** **(****not that anyone will).**

**Now**** let's begin.**

* * *

><p>"Hyah," a voice grunted as she threw her freshly sharpened axe at the tree's trunk. The girl was practicing her aim out in the forest alone with only the company of the trees. She walked to the tree and pulled her axe out of its trunk. She then tightened her grip on the handle and launched it towards another tree. She had drew narrow targets on the nearby trees with some charcoal that she had found in her pocket. She observed that her axe had landed near to her hand-drawn target and smiled.<p>

_"I'm getting better and better everyday."_ she busy buried in her thoughts, she didn't hear the heavy footsteps until they were near. She quickly pressed her petite figure against the bark of the nearest tree and held her breathe. After awhile of staying still, the footsteps faded away. She let out sigh. _"That was close. You have to be more careful. If you get caught, you'll be a huge amount of trouble."_ she reminded herself.

She was meant to be at the docks, learning how to be a fisherman like her parents, but instead was training out in the forest on her own. She had always wanted to go into battle or kill a fire-breathing beast. However, her tribe rarely went to war so there weren't many warriors and very few dragon attacks occurred there.

She walked over to the tree and pulled her weapon out of the trunk. She stepped away from the tree, a little further than before, and flung the axe once again. The metal blade cut through the air and into the bark. It hit the center of the target again. She repeated it a few more times and every time, it made it to the center.

She smiling at her improvements and walked over to the sapling with her axe wedged in. She tugged on her axe with one hand, but it didn't budge. Her smile disappeared and was replaced with a frown. She placed both of her hands on the wooden handle and yanked it out. She stumbled backwards, tripping onto the dirt floor. She hoisted herself up and dusted her skirt off. She leaned against a tree, spotting her weapon on the ground. She picked it up, getting ready to send it back into another tree, when she heard a loud roar near by. She looked up and saw a flock of birds flying away in the distance.

_"Dragon,"_ was her first thought. _"Here's my chance." _Like most Vikings [of other islands] she ran towards the sound. Too caught up on looking for the beast, she didn't notice a tree root sticking out of the ground and ended up tripping on it. She cursed under her breath and quickly hoisted herself up, as well as her axe.

She arrived in a grassy meadow, surrounded by trees, when she noticed a Monstrous Nightmare. She stopped behind some shrubs and stared at the monster. She took notice of its scales that were a deep purple and its long claws. She stepped closer before dodging behind a tree when she saw three Vikings charging towards the beast. She hid, hoping they wouldn't see her.

She peered at the scene and noticed the trio was too busy battling the dragon. She stared in amazement at how they were attacking with no signs of any fear. They waved their weapons, each man had a shield and a sword or axe. However, none of the Vikings actually hit the dragon; it was dodging all their strikes. It was basically useless to have the weapons in their hands.

However, she was interested in what they were doing and leaned in closer, trying to see the faces of the three men. She noticed that one of the Vikings was her own neighbor named Egil. Another one of the men was named Helge. She struggled to see the last one's face. She squinted her eyes, wishing she had an eyeglass until she realized it was...her dad!

The girl quickly pulled herself against the bark. _"Oh Gods," _she thought. If her father saw her there, she would be in a bucket load of trouble. She needed to get out of there as quickly as possible without being seen. She glanced back to see them occupied with the dragon and started jogging between the trees, towards the village. However, something made her stop in her tracks.

The Monstrous Nightmare had set itself on fire, the flames cackling on its scales, and its glow reflecting on the trees. The three Vikings backed away from the fire-coated beast, fear filling their eyes instead of the determine faces they wore seconds ago. The dragon's eyes gleamed with pleasure of the men's fear and seemed to grin.

It were as if the Gods were trying to get her in trouble. The beast slowly started crawling towards the men. Egil and Helge dropped their weapons and ran off, leaving the girl's father alone to face the Nightmare. It slowly pushed her father against a tree, knocking his weapons out of his hands with its snout. Her father stood up tall, getting ready to punch it if needed. Her father was usually calm but if he needed to kick ass, he would.

Meanwhile, the two Vikings tried to lure the dragon by throwing rocks at it. However, they were making no effects on the dragon. The Monstrous Nightmare knocked the men off their feet with a _swoosh_ of its tail and set them scrambling away again.

She turned her attention to the dragon and her dad. Her father's face had sweat rolling down his forehead. He continued holding up his hands which caused the dragon to grow bored; his fire-covered body dying down. The dark-haired teen let out a sigh of relief, thinking that everything would turn out fine. However the dragon had other plans.

A deep growl came from its throat, slowly opening its snout. It was obvious what the monster was about to do. Her father knew what it was going to do and punched it. The dragon roared and attempted to bite him, however he jumped out in time. He tried to fight off the beast but didn't have much luck with it.

_"What should I do?"_ the girl thought, biting her lip nervously. She wanted to help but she wasn't sure how. She glanced at her fathers shield that landed not too far from her and back at her father. She looked back and forth between both of them several times, not know what to do, but she knew she had to make a decision soon.

She had two possible choices. One of them was to run back village and try to get help, before her father was burned to death . Or...


	2. What to Do

Sh really wanted to go get help, but by the time she returned, it would be too late. Plus, she didn't want to get caught for being out here.

_"Oh well. I knew that I was going to get into trouble today." _she thought,_ "Just like always."_ The girl stepped out from her hiding place and hoped that she would come up with an idea quickly. "Come on," she whispered. Luckily, the Gods heard her plead for help and one popped into her mind. _"It's crazy," _she thought, _"it might just work." _

She took a deep breath before shouting, **"****HEY FISH-BREATH!"**

The dragon turned towards the sound of her voice as well as the other Vikings. The monstrous beast let out a deep roar at the insult before charging towards her, anger gleaming in its eyes. She wasted no time in playing out her plan. She ran and jumped over a boulder and sprinted over to the shield lying on the grass. She picked it up, pushing her bangs behind her ear.

"Come on, come on," she whispered as she waited for the beast to get closer.

Once the Nightmare was near, she launched the shield towards the dragon. It flew towards the monster, hitting it on the horns. The beast stopped in its tracks and landed with a loud **thud**.

Meanwhile, her father stood there, his face was filled with surprise. The other Vikings stood like statues with the same shocked expressions on their faces.

She, however, stared at the beast that laid on the forest floor. It didn't move and for some reason, she hoped that she didn't hurt too bad it or kill it in the process. She frowned at herself, feeling weird for feeling guilty for knocking out the dragon. She knew most Vikings would have not hesitated to kill it. Despite feeling guilty in her mind, she congratulated herself for her quick thinking and aim.

Although, the Viking's stares ended her happiness. Their stares had changed from surprised looks to angry ones. The men didn't seem very pleased to be outwitted by a small, Viking girl.

She let out an angry frustrated and allowed her bangs to fall on her face. She had already known she would regret it, but that didn't change the fact that she wouldn't get into deep trouble. She tugged at the end of her skirt, frustrated and waited for the yelling to begin.


	3. A Scolding

Her father didn't say a word on their way back to the village. He looked forward and never glanced back at his daughter as they made their way through the forest. However, the other two Vikings would look at her sternly from time to time.

Erica was relieved when they had reached the village. She scurried off to their house, while her father stayed with the two other men. She rushed up stairs, towards her bedroom and slammed the door shut.

It wasn't long before her father arrived. **"ERICAAA!" **he shouted, rumbling the house.

"Oh Gods," she mumbled to herself as she slowly crept downstairs. "Yes?" she asked sheepishly, smiling sweetly.

"Come here, please." he said firmly. She let go of the wall and walked up to her father. "Erica, what were you doing out there?" he asked, trying to stay as calm as he could.

"Trying to help," she murmured, avoiding his stare.

"Help? Erica, you could have been injured. Or worse, killed."

"Yea? Well you were about to be." she huffed.

"That's different," he murmured.

"No, it's not. You losing your life is the same as mine," she argued. "I-I only did what my instincts told me to do. I couldn't just watch my own father get killed. I had to do something."

He placed his hand on her shoulder and lifted her chin. "Erica, please. I know what you mean." he said, trying to calm her down. "But you shouldn't have been out there. You made us look like fools."

"Well, to be honest, no one else has to know." she shrugged which received a scowl from her dad.

He sighed before continuing, "You were supposed to be out at the docks with the other kids, learning how to be fisherman." He stopped and asked, "What were you doing out in the forest in the first place?"

"Practicing with my axe," she answered, not even bothering to come up with a lie like she usually would.

"Really? Then where's your axe?" he asked, letting go of her and crossing his arms across his chest.

Her eyes widened with realization as she looked down at her hands. She then glanced around the room, in search of her trusty weapon. _"The Gods hate me," _she thought as she remembered that she left it behind.

"I'm waiting," her father muttered.

"I left it behind," she answered glumly. Her father shook his head, not believing what his daughter told him.

"Erica-" he started, but was interrupted by the entering of his wife and other daughter. They carried in baskets, but quickly placed them on the table before leaving to their rooms. The two Vikings did not want to get included in the discussion. "please tell me the truth, for once." he continued once they were alone again.

"That is the truth." she answered. "Why else would I be in the forest? It's not like I was taking a stroll. I was practicing my aim with my axe. W-Why won't you believe me?" she questioned and ran up the stairs, not giving her father a chance to speak.. "And I don't even get a simple 'thank you' for saving your life!" she shouted as she ran off to her room.


	4. This Day Keeps Getting Better

**Thank you to all those who are following this story. Also special thanks to Ferdoos. Now on with the story.**

* * *

><p>Erica slammed the door shut and crawling into her bed. She buried her face in her knees and closed her eyes. She felt a hand placed on her shoulder and she looked up. It was her sister, Heather, who had walked over to her. "Are you okay?" she asked.<p>

"No, not really." Erica answered. Heather sat down next to her and gave her a warm, comforting smile. She wrapped her arms around her younger sister and stroked her short, black hair. Erica placed her head on her shoulder and smiled as Heather ran her fingers through her hair. Erica loved when her older sister did that; it seemed to chase all the negative feelings away and relaxed her.

"What happened this time?" Heather asked.

Before Erica could answer, their mother shouted, "Heather, could you come here?"

She looked at Erica and said, "I'll be right back." Erica nodded and watched her sister leave. She already knew why her mother called for Heather. She wanted Heather to prepare a tea for their father, while she helped her father calm down. She would stand by his chair, where he was sitting, and stroke his hair.

Erica knew that her father was telling her mother what had happened. _"Probably telling her how I lied to him," _she thought. She decided to ignore what was happening downstairs and focused on how she knocked out the Monstrous Nightmare. She had a hard time believing how she did that.

She was snapped out of her thoughts when she heard her sister clear her throat. Erica looked up at her and saw her face was full of concern. "You heard what happened, didn't you?" she asked, after a moment of silence.

"Yes, I did." Heather answered calmly. She let out a breath before asking, "What were you thinking, Erica? You could have gotten hurt or killed."

"You're starting to sound like dad, now." she huffed. "And I'll tell you what I told him, 'I only did what my instincts told me.' I couldn't just stand there and-"

"But you still shouldn't have lied to him." she interrupted.

"What?" Erica shrieked. "I didn't lie to him. I told him the truth, but he refused to believe me. Just like always," she sighed. She looked at her sister and said, slowly getting louder, "You know I go out into the woods to practice my battle skills. You know how much I want to be a shieldmaiden, a warrior. Heather, you know how much I want to go out and kill a dragon and show the world I'm Viking material. And you still doubt me," she whispered.

"I'm sorry for jumping to conclusion," apologized Heather after silence surrounded them.

"You're not the one who needs to be sorry," Erica said, smiling weakly.

"Look, Erica," said Heather as she walked over to her. "Maybe the reason dad doesn't want to believe you is because he is in denial. He doesn't want you to go into battle and get hurt. He cares about you; we all care about you and none of us want you to get hurt. You're the baby of the family and none of us want you gone."

Erica smiled at her sister and stated, "I can protect myself, you know? You guys aren't always going to be around to protect me. Plus, the only wau dad is trying to keep me safe is by trying to convince me to be a fisherman." Both girls giggles at the comment before Erica continued. "But we both know that's not going to happen since I want to be a shieldmaiden."

Heather frowned and murmured, "You know, you could give being a fisherman a shot. Or you could be a baker. Something that doesn't involve getting killed, so dad won't have to worry."

Erica sighed and explained, "You know I would never settle for something like that. I want to do something that will get my adrenaline running. Something exciting and fishing isn't going to do the trick."

A knock interrupted their conversation. "Come in," they said in unison.

Their mother walked in and spoke softly. "Heather, would you mind letting me talk to your sister alone for a minute?"

"Sure," Heather mumbled and walked out.

Erica looked at the floor, not wanting to discuss anymore. She heard her mother walk up to her and saw her reach for her hand. The girl allowed her mother to grab her hand and looked up. She saw her mother's eyes were brimmed with tears and they both exchanged weak smiles.

"Erica," she started, "I know you're tired of arguing so we'll leave that off to the side. But, your father and I have discussed what your punishment will be."

"Punishment? But I didn't do anything wrong."

"No, but you ditched your fishing lesson. And for that, you will not be able to scamper out into the woods alone. You will have to stay here in the village, unless you have someone's supervision."

"Mum, you can't do this to me." she pleaded. She didn't want to be stuck in the village, attending fishing lessons, and not being able to go out and explore.

"I'm sorry, darling." she whispered and patted her shoulder. "This would have never have happened if you followed the rules. Why can't you be more like your sister?"


	5. Off to the Woods

_Why can't you be more like your sister?_

Erica wanted to scream. Because of what happened that afternoon. Because of the argument between her and all her family members. And because of that stupid question that seemed to follow her around.

_Why can't you be more like your sister?_

Everyone would always compare her to her older sister. She hated it when they did. Sometimes she wished that she wasn't related to her.

She stared at the ceiling, wondering why people thought they were so different. She knew they looked similar. Both girls had dark, black hair like their mother. Although they wore it in different hairstyles. Heather had a long braid to the left with her bangs over her right eye, while Erica had two braids with her bangs to the left (at least that's the way she wore her hair before an incident involving children left her hair short). Meanwhile Heather had her mother's green eyes, Erica had her father's brown eyes.

Although their appearances are fairly similar, Heather was taller due to her being older. However, Erica was slowly catching up. Their face structures and face shapes were different as well as their body structures.

But Erica knew that their appearances weren't what people compared, it was their actions and personalities. Heather was sophisticated and obedient, while Erica was adventurous and daring. Both girls could act like the other, but that rarely happened.

Erica decided leave those thoughts and focus on retrieving her axe. She treasure the weapon, since it was her grandmother that had given it to her. It was a gift for her eighth birthday, the same year she passed away.

Just like Erica, her grandmother had a hunger for adventure. She would go on adventures when she was a young women, but once she hit her old age, she would tell them. Especially her granddaughter, Erica. They would curl up by the fire and her grandmother would describe the events.

Erica realized silence filled the house and decided that it was the perfect time to sneak out. She unlatched the ceiling door that lead to the roof. She pushed it open, hoping it wouldn't make too much noise. She climbed out, hoisting her body out. Once she was out, she jumped down and made a dash for the forest. She didn't want to get into more trouble than she was already into.


	6. Why a Shield?

**Replies to Reviews:  
><strong>**Ferdoos: I know that they're short. I'll try them longer, but I won't promise anything. Oh, and for her knowing about the 'Dragon Conquerer' will soon occur. Don't you worry about that. Just wait a little bit longer.**

* * *

><p>Once she made it into the safety of the trees, she peeked out to make sure no one was watching. She glanced around, seeing everyone carrying on with their daily activities. She let out a happy sigh and turned to go into the forest. Unfortunately, she crashed into someone.<p>

"Umph," she groaned as she stumbled backwards to the floor.

"Are you okay?" a familiar voice asked. She looked up, seeing it was one of her friends.

"Amund!" she smiled as he helped her up.

She was happy to see him, but it soon disappeared when he asked, "Where's Heather?"

She scowled and answered, "I don't know, probably at home. But if she's not there, she probably with her friends." Erica rolled her eyes and asked, "Are you going to try to _woo _her again?" She decided to walk around him and said, "Because it's not going to work," while she moved through the trees.

"Why? Does she already a boyfriend? Or does she have her eyes on someone else?"

Erica tried not to giggle at how pathetic the boy was in front of her. "Please," she scoffed. "She's just not interested."

The boy walked up to her, placing a hand on her shoulder, and said, "Of course she is. She just doesn't know it. Plus, what does a thirteen-year-old like you know about romance." Erica just rolled her dark brown eyes and pushed away his arm before walking away. "Hey! Where are you going?" he shouted and ran after to her.

"I'm going to retrieve my axe." Erica answered.

"Your axe? I thought you never let that thing out of your sight," he said as he caught up.

"Yea? Well today's an exception." she huffed.

"Can I come along?" he questioned. "I could help you search."

Erica stopped to think about it. _"I'm not supposed to be out of the village alone. I need someone's supervision, so I don't get into more trouble than I already am." _She glanced at the older boy and nodded. "Sure, why not."

They continued walking, when Amund asked, "Why did you forget your axe?"

"It's quite a story," Erica said, smiling.

"Then let's hear it."

Erica had started describing the events that happened earlier that day. She told him how she was practicing when she heard the roar and rushed towards it. She told him how she hesitated before helping her dad. How she knocked out the monster with the shield and received dirty looks from the men. And finally how her parents had punished her for everything. Meanwhile, Amund stared at the girl, listening to her tale while walking through the forest.

"Wow," he gasped. "I didn't know you had it in you, Pebble (a nickname that he gave her). But then again, you've done some pretty crazy things throughout all the time I've known you." Erica smiled, taking it as a compliment and blushed slightly. "I have one question, though. How come you didn't use your axe to kill it, instead of using your father's shield?"

Erica stared at him, realizing that she could have used her weapon. _"Why didn't I use my axe?" _she asked herself. _"I had a weapon in my hands, so why didn't I use it."_

"I guess I was too caught up in the moment," she answered to Amund and herself.

"But you're the most alert person I know, I'm pretty sure you don't let fear control you." Amund said, not satisfied with the answered he had received. And the sixteen-year old was right. Erica was very concentrated, even when it was a dangerous situation.

"I-I don't really know," she replied, unsure of what else to say. Amund was still not satisfied with her answer and continued to question the reason behind her action. It was a good thing he was her best friend or else Erica would have snapped him into two.

"So you really don't know why," he mumbled after bugging her with questions for a while. Erica just shook her head. "You're so weird," was all he said as he ruffled her short, black hair. With that they walked through the trees in silence.


	7. Amund

Erica never forgot the first time she met her best friend. It was about two years ago. Both of them younger and smaller, especially Amund. He didn't look like the average boy. As a result, most of the other boys picked on him.

* * *

><p><em>All the children were standing out on the docks, waiting for the instructor. A storm had come and stayed for a couple weeks. Clouds still hung around and everyone hoped they would go away. There were many things to do but the rain and wind didn't allow them to be done. There was a breeze but the children didn't mind and they continued to goof around. <em>

_Erica was walking by, going to collect some water from the town well. She wasn't with old enough to be with them, to be able to learn how to fish. She was only eleven then and she had to be at least thirteen. She was reeling the bucket back up when she heard some shouting and looked up from what she was doing. She spotted Amund being pushed and shoved by two older boys. The other children gathered around, wanting to get a better look._

_Erica set the bucket down on the dirt and walked over to the crowd. She arrived just in time to see Amund pushed into the cold water. The crowd of children gasped, but none of them helped the boy. She frowned, thinking, 'useless people' and went to help him._

_"Give me your hand," she instructed as she held out her own. _

_"What do you think you're doing?!" Calder, one of the bullies, asked._

_"What does it look like I'm doing, mud-for-brains." she muttered as she hoisted the brunette out of the water. _

_Calder scowled and stomped up to her. "What did you say?" he growled. _

_"You heard me," she hissed. Everyone was silent as they watched the two. "Oh, I forgot that you only speak dumb." Calder growled and shoved her into the ocean. He also shoved Amund back into the water again. The two pulled themselves out of the sea and onto the dock. "Hey Calder!" Erica shouted as he walked away. He turned around to see a dagger come towards him. It cut his arm, blood slowly peeping out. _

_"Crud," she thought. She only wanted to scare him, not actually hurt him. "Run!" she shrieked as she grabbed Amund and dragged him into the woods. She didn't allow him to stop until she was sure no one would find them. _

_The stopped to catch their breath in Erica's secret "training" site. They stood there, breathing hard and dripping wet._

_"Do you think they'll find us?" Amund asked between breaths. _

_"I hope not," Erica answered. Amund nodded and fell to the ground. "Are you okay?" she asked. Amund nodded slowly and Erica gave him a small smile. She helped him up and carried him towards the small creek. She sat him down and splashed water in his face. _

_"Thank you," he whispered as he wiped off his face._

_"You're welcome," Erica smiled._

_"No. I''m serious, thank you, for everything." he grinned and stood up to his full height._

_"You're welcome," she repeated as she looked up at him. He was only a few inches taller but she still had to look up._

_"What are we going to do now?" he asked. "Since, I don't think going back is an option."_

_"Well, we can train." she suggested. _

_"Train for what?" he questioned._

_"You know, for dragon raids and battle." _

_"But that rarely happens here," he frowned._

_"I guess," Erica shrugged. "but you need to be prepared when one does break out. Now come on." she ran off before realizing that Amund wasn't following her. She ran back to the boy and asked, "Aren't you coming?"_

_"Well...I don't know."_

_"If you want to come, you can, or you can stay here. Or you can go back and see what happens." she told him and ran off once again. She grabbed her axe from its hiding place and turned around to head back when she bumped into Amund. "Umph," she groaned and rubbed her forehead. "I'm guessing your joining me, right?" Amund nodded and Erica smiled, "Let's go then." _

_She handed him her axe and hauled him to the grassy clearing. She trotted up to the trunk of a tree and pulled out a piece of charcoal from her pouch. She drew a large, dark target and went back to Amund._

_"Okay, take your best shot." she grinned. Amund looked at her and then at her axe in his hands. "Don't you know how to throw an axe?" she asked and the boy shook his head. Erica stared at him blankly, before demonstrating how to do it. They worked at it for a while, Amund improving every time. They stopped to take a break and went over to the creek. They sat on the grass silently._

_"What's your name?" Amund questioned. "Sine we haven't officially met."  
><em>

_The girl smiled and said, "My name is Erica. What's yours?"_

_"I'm Amund," the boy returned and silence fell between them again. "Here," he said, handing her a pebble from the creek._

_"What's this for?" she asked._

_"So you can remember today." he told her and she stared at him blankly. "Also, I'm going to call you Pebble from now on. Is that alright?" he asked, but didn't give her a chance to answer. "I'm going to call you Pebble because even though you're small, you are very tough," he told her, answering the question she had in mind. He smiled at her and she smiled. "Want to know something?" he asked and she nodded. "That was my first time using an axe," he muttered. "but I've used a sword before."_

_Erica asked, "Really?" The boy nodded and the girl grinned. "You should show me."_

_"Why? Haven't you ever used a sword?" he questioned and followed her._

_"No, I have. I just want to see what you got," she smirked, tossing him a stick. Amund grinned, his eyes lighting up. He grabbed the stick and starting slashing at her, hoping to impress her just like she impressed him with her axe-throwing skills. __They were it at a while, before rain started coming. They dropped their sticks and headed home._

_"We should do this again tomorrow," Amund told her as they walked through the trees._

_"Really?" Erica squeaked, grinning at him. _

_Amund nodded and said, "Yea. We could do this all the time. It'll be fun." Erica nodded eagerly, glad to have a friend. _


	8. Got More Than My Axe Back

Erica glanced around, noting that the trees seemed familiar. "We're close," she murmured and continued walking. After walking some more, she found one of the trees that she used for a target. She paced around the trees when she noticed the tree root that tripped her. "This way," she gestured and ran off. "Come on!"

She finally arrived to where the event took place. She looked to where the Monstrous Nightmare had been earlier to find it gone. _"Probably flown away after waking up," _she thought. She found where she had dropped her weapon and picked it off the ground. She smiled, happy to have it back in her hands.

She heard footsteps and rustling of leaves and quickly ducked behind a boulder.

"Erica! Where are you? You run pretty fast for a little girl, you know?"

Erica grabbed his arm and pulled him down, behind the large rock. She pressed a finger to her lips, signaling for him to be quiet. He nodded and they both listened to the distant conversation.

"You _will not_ believe what I heard when I went to visit my sister and her family," one of the Vikings said.

"What?" the other man asked.

"Okay, when I went to pay my sister a visit, everyone was talking about a boy who can control dragons. They said he can make any dragon do his bidding. They call him, 'the Dragon Conquerer.'

Silence filled the forest before the Viking scoffed, "What?! That's impossible. No one can control those beasts."

"Well, he can. That's what everyone was saying."

"It's all gibberish. Lies. None of it is true."

"But it is true," the Viking argued, "believe it or not."

"Well, I **don't **believe it." he said and they continued walking through the forest, arguing.

The two sat on the dirt, listening to their voices fade away. Meanwhile, Erica was thinking about what the Viking had said. _"Is there really someone who can control dragons?" _she asked herself. _"Is it possible?"__  
><em>

"Hey Pebble?" Amund asked, waving his hand in front of her face. "Are you okay?"

"Huh?" she murmured, coming out of her thoughts. She pushed away his hand and said, "Yea, I'm fine. Now come on. We better head back before gets too dark." She stood up an brushed off the dirt from her skirt. She headed towards the village, her mind thinking about the Vikings' conversation earlier.

Amund grabbed her wrist and pulled her back. "Are you sure you're okay? You seem awfully quiet and that's not like you." He grabbed her face, examining it as if she might have caught a disease.

"Yes, I'm sure." she told him and pushed his hands away. "I'm just thinking, that's all."

"About what? _The Dragon Conquerer_?" he joked. His grin disappeared when Erica didn't say anything. "You're joking right?" Erica shook her head. "Pebble, think about it. A person who conquers dragons? That's madness! Insane! No one can conquer those beasts."

"You never know," she murmured. "Anything is possible."

"Pebble, those things kill us. No one will ever be able to make those monsters listen to them."

"I don't know." she shrugged, "I could be possible."

The two continued discussing all the way back to the village, but neither of them could convince the other.
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Erica let out a yawn and rubbed her eyes. She did not have a restful night. Instead of sleeping, she stayed up and thought about 'the Dragon Conquerer'. For some reason, she couldn't get the topic out of her mind. _"I have to know more about him," _she thought. She climbed out of bed and got ready for the day.

She stood outside, wondering where to start to look for answers. She wanted to ask Amund if he would help, but she knew that he thought it was all a joke. "Guess I'm on my own," she muttered and started walking around, searching for either of the two men from yesterday. The morning was almost over and she hadn't found either of the Vikings. She started to head home when she heard _the voice._ Her ears perked up and she searched to see where the voice was coming from. She peeked over some barrels to see the Viking from yesterday. The one who had spoken of 'the Dragon Conquerer.'

Erica saw that he was talking to Haldis, one of Erica's friends. She overheard them talking about some jobs that needed to be completed. Haldis nodded and walked away from her father. Erica saw this as a perfect opportunity and casually strolled over to her._  
><em>

"Hey there, Haldis." Erica greeted. She looked up at the redhead, who was two years older than her.

"Hi, Erica." she returned.

"Um, where you off to?"

"I'm going to finish a few tasks for my father. Want to help?"

"Uh, sure," Erica stammered, realizing she could ask her about 'the Dragon Conquerer' then.

"Cool. Come on." she gestured and Erica followed her towards the docks. "We just have to wait for the ships to come in, so we can carry the fish into the food storage."

Erica nodded and they waited for the boats to come. It wasn't too long before they arrived and the two girls went back and forth, carrying baskets of fish. The stench of fish filled the air, but they were used to it since it was a common smell. Erica grew tired but kept going, knowing that it would all be worth it in the end. Once they were done, the two girls went to quickly rinse of the smell and sweat from their hands before continuing the next task.

Haldis's father asked them to fetch buckets of water from the well and off they went. Each girl had a bucket in each hand and filled it as much as they could. They carried them back to Haldis's house and returned for more. They did a couple more tasks around the village before Erica started to grow frustrated. She was about to think it was all hopeless until the girls were required to fetch wood from the forest. They each grabbed a hatchet from Haldis's father and scurried into the forest. They didn't go in to far and cutting the trees.

Once Erica knew that they were alone, she asked, "Haldis, do you know anything about a boy that goes by 'the Dragon Conquerer.'"

"I do, in fact. Why are you asking?" she asked, still collecting wood.

"Well, I overheard your father talking about him and grew interested in the subject. I just wanted to know if you might know anything about him." Erica said casually, hoping not sound weird.

"Oh," she smiled. "I do know a few things, but I don't know if it'll help."

"Don't worry," Erica assured her. "Anything will help."

"Alright," she started. "As you know, I went to visit my aunt at another island. During our stay, most of the village was talking about a boy who defeated a huge dragon called the Red Death. Also, that he learned how to control dragons. Uh...I think they said that he was from an island named Berk and that he was about fifteen years old, maybe sixteen." she paused before saying, "And I think that's it. Did that help?"

"Yea," Erica stammered. "Yes, it did. Thanks."

"No problem. Now let's get this wood back to my dad before he starts yelling." Erica nodded and helped her carried the wood back to the village. The moon had replace the sun and Erica had gone home. She didn't bother to eat supper and went straight to bed.

The next morning she woke up, feeling well rested. However, she was hungry and hopped downstairs. "Morning," she greeted her mother.

"Morning, Erica." her mother returned. "You seem happy."

"I am," Erica smiled as her mother placed a bowl of oatmeal in front of her. She kissed Erica's forehead before sitting down. Her father came out of his room and towards Erica.

"Where were you yesterday?" he asked sternly. "You weren't at the docks like you were supposed to."

Erica's eyes widened. She had forgotten about her punishment. "Oh, I forgot about that." she said and received a glare from her father. "But I wasn't causing any trouble, I swear." she told him. "I was with Haldis, helping her with some things."

"Haldis? Isn't she the daughter of the chief's right hand man?" her father asked.

"Yes, that's her. I was helping her with several jobs around the village and forgot about going to the fishing lesson." Erica explained.

"At least you're staying out of trouble. Well, I suppose if you're helping her, you don't have to be at the docks. But if you are not helping her or the village, I expect you to be out at the docks."

"Yes, dad." she nodded and hugged him. Her father was surprise by her gesture, but still accepted it. He hugged her back before eating his breakfast.

Erica ran off, hoping to find Haldis. She found her by her house and asked if she had any jobs for that day. She did and Erica offered to help her. It had become an almost daily thing for the next several weeks that Erica was grounded. If she wasn't helping, she was out on the docks like she promised her parents. Even though she promised to go, didn't mean she had to like it. Most of the time she was messing with other teenagers (although they didn't know it was her), but she did pick up a couple of things.

...

The morning her punishment had ended, Erica walked out to the docks. There wasn't a lesson that day, but that was not the reason she was there. She loved staring out at the sea when she wanted to relax. She glanced around when she saw a figure out in the ocean. She looked harder and noticed that it was a ship, a very familiar ship.

_"Trader Johann," _she thought and awaited the ship. She caught a glimpse of the trader and waved. He waved back.

Once he arrived, he placed a wooden board between his ship and the docks. "Hello, Erica. How you been?" he asked.

"I've been fine. You?"

"I've been very well. Just came from Berk," he told her.

"Berk," she murmured. "Uh, Trader Johann, I want t-" she started to say, but saw that the rest of the village had noticed who had just arrived. Erica moved out of the way as the other Vikings traded their items, since she didn't want to get pushed or shoved. She waited for everyone to leave before she confronted Trader Johann again. "Trader Johann, I was wondering if you knew anything about a boy called 'the Dragon Conquerer'?"

"You're looking for answers? I can help you there, but I need something in return."

"But I don't have anything to trade," she stammered.

"What about that necklace?" he pointed to her neck.

She looked to her necklace, which consisted of two scauldron teeth and a small shell in between. She adored her necklace, but she also wanted answers. "Can't you do it as a friend?" She received a no from him and sighed, "Fine. I'll trade it but first you have to answer my questions. Then I'll hand it over." The merchant agreed and Erica repeated her question, "Do you know anything about a boy called 'the Dragon Conquerer'?"

"You mean Hiccup, the son of Stoick the Vast? Ah, yes. He defeated the Red Death with help from his Night Fury. Now there is peace between the Vikings and dragons on the island of Berk."

"Berk? Can you show me on a map?" she asked.

"Sure," Trader Johann nodded and grabbed the closest map. He pointed to the island and Erica noticed that is wasn't too far her home island. She memorized the map before she let go of it.

"Thank you," she smiled and handed over her necklace.

"No, thank you." he smiled and got ready to set off. "Oh, one more thing. Hiccup doesn't like being called 'Dragon Conquerer', he prefers 'Dragon Trainer.'"

"I'll keep that in mind." she called after him. She waved good bye and watched him sail away before she headed home. She trotted up the stairs to her bedroom and opened her journal. She drew what she remembered of the map and smiled. _"It can be done," _she thought.


	10. Getting Ready to Sail

The next morning Erica woke and grabbed her axe from its place on the wall. She quietly climbed out through the opening of the roof, making sure not to wake up her sister. She didn't want anyone finding out that she was planning to leave the island.

She sneaked into the forest and started looking for branches to cut down. Erica needed a mode of transportation and decided that a raft would be the best. She didn't want to steal a rowboat since she knew they would notice it missing. Plus, she knew that the fishermen would use it to fish.

She placed the wood next to each other and smiled. She liked how it was turning out. Now she needed something to tie them together and she new where to get it. Erica made sure no one would find the wood and her axe before heading back to the village.

She stopped by her house to grab a quick snack before heading to where they kept all their ship supplies. She walked around, looking through all the ship supplies. She finally spotted the rope hanging on a hook. She reached to grab it but wasn't tall enough. She pushed a crate against the wall and climbed on it to reach the rope. She made her way towards the exit and spotted a white cloth that was used to protect cargo. She walked over to it and saw that it would make a good sail for her raft. She tucked it under her arm and grabbed the rope which she had set down.

Erica ran back to where she left the wood and started tying the branches together. She cut the extra rope off with her dagger that she kept hidden in her boot. The girl stood back to admire her work, glad that she learned how to build rafts when she was younger.

Next, she had to test it if it floated. She pulled it through the trees and onto the beach. She pushed it into the water and a smile crept on her lips when she saw it floating. She hoisted herself on top of her raft, glad that it didn't sink. She jumped off and pulled it back onto the beach, wondering where she was going to hide it. She glanced around and spotted a small cave.

She ran towards it, inspecting the outside first. Then she crept inside, wondering if anything was living inside. _"There could be a dragon in here," _she thought, tightening her grip on her axe. She moved slowly, just in case there was some beast in there. Luckily, no dragon or anything was living in the cave. She ran back to where she left her raft and hauled it through the sand and into the cave.

Once Erica made sure it was well hidden, she went back into the forest and brought back some more wood. Erica started to work on the sail, attaching the cloth and mast with the remaining rope. Building and attaching the mast took most of the afternoon. Once she was done, she sat down and thought of what else she would need for her journey.

_"I need food, water, something to store all those thing in, and a pair of oars."_ she thought, feeling exhausted. _"I can deal with those tomorrow." _She headed home, the sun getting ready to set. She held her axe in her hand, feeling pleased with what she accomplished that day.

She pushed the door open, her mother in the kitchen. "Erica, where have you been all day?" her mother asked as Erica set her axe down.

"Out in the woods." she answered. "Why?"

"Just wondering since you left before any of us were awake. Plus, your father was very worried." Erica sat down at the table, her mother placing a bowl of stew in front of her. "What were you doing out in the forest so early anyway? We thought something happened to you."

"Enjoying myself," Erica said between mouthfuls. "And don't worry, I can take care of myself.

Once Erica finished eating, she went up to her bedroom and pulled out her journal. She flipped to the page where she had drawn the map and thought about how long it would take to arrive at Berk. _"Probably a week at the most,"_ she thought, which was interrupted by her sister.

"Where were you?" Heather asked.

"I was out in the forest." Erica told her, putting away her journal. "Where else would I be."

"Why did you leave so early?" she questioned.

"I couldn't sleep," Erica lied. "So I decided to take walk into the forest."

"And you were there the whole day?"

"Yea. Why all these questions?" Erica asked

"Erica, we were worried." Heather explained. "We thought something bad happened to you."

"I can take care of myself, you know?" Erica told her.

"What were you doing out in the forest anyway?" Heather questioned, ignoring Erica's statement.

"Exploring, alright? Can I sleep now?"

"Fine!" Heather shrieked and slammed the door behind her. Erica felt guilty for getting her sister angry and wanted to go after her. She wanted to tell her everything but she had to make sure she kept everything a secret.

_"If this is how worried they are when I'm gone for a day, they will be panicking when I'm gone for weeks." _she thought.
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Chapter 11: Next Thing On My List

**Thank you to those who are now following my story. You don't know how happy I am. So, here's another chapter for you guys.**

* * *

><p>The next item on my imaginary list was something to store my food and supplies. So the next morning, I worked on getting that.<p>

I got down on all fours, and grabbed my satchel from under my bed.

I placed it on my bed and opened it. I looked inside and found a couple of drawings, a comb made of bone, a spyglass, and a dagger. I placed the drawings inside my journal and shoved my journal in the satchel.

Now that I had that done, I needed to gather my actual supplies. I hid my satchel back under my bed and walked downstairs. Everyone was getting ready to eat breakfast. I sat down at my usual seat and avoided my father's and Heather's gazes.

I remembered what Heather told my last night and felt guilt tugging at my heart once again.

I tried to push away the feeling and pay attention to the bowl of hot porridge in front of me. I grabbed the spoon and gulped down small spoonfuls. Usually I would enjoy eating porridge, but today it was flavorless.

The meal was silent and it seemed to last hours. I continued eating, hoping it would end soon.

Once the long morning meal had finally ended, I walked out to the docks. I sat down at the edge, with my legs daggling over the water, and stared out at the distance.

The memory of last night came back, which made me wonder if it was a good idea to go out and try to find someone that might not even exist. Then I remembered about my debate against Amund, whether or not if 'the Dragon Conquerer' was a real person. I was deep in thought that I didn't hear someone come up behind me.

"Boo!" Amund yelled as he shook my shoulders.

"Ahh!" I shrieked. "Don't do that. You scared me."

"Duh. That was kind of the point." he smirked.

"Whatever." I rolled my eyes as I stood up.

"Hey, look. Haldis and I are going off to explore a hidden cave, and we were wondering if you wanted to come along. Since you love exploring new places."

He was right about that. "Okay." I nodded. We walked up to the village, where Haldis was holding three axes and a torch, waiting for us.

"Here. You'll need this." she said a she handed us each an axe. "My father let me borrow these, so you better take care of them. Now come on, lets go." We attached the axes on our backs with some rope and followed Haldis throught the trees, until we came up to the side of a mountain. "I'll go first and then I'll hoist you up." She climbed up, making sure her footing was right. Once she got on the ledge, she looked back and shouted, "Who's next?"

I looked at Amund and he said, "You go first."

I nodded and started climbing. I climbed up exactly like Haldis. She held out a hand and hoisted me up. We waited for Amund to climb up and then hoisted him up as well. Haldis lead us to a cave that was hidden with vines. She pulled them aside and walked in. We followed in and looked around.

I saw several scorch marks and hopped there wasn't a dragon in here. As we continued into the cave, we saw fish bones scattered around. I was starting to get the feeling that _there_ was a dragon living here.

We continued deeper into the cave and the number of fish bones scattered around increased. After a few minutes, we came across a sleeping Gronckle. We stopped dead in our tracks and stared at it.

"Let's kill it." whispered Amund. Haldis just nodded in agreement.

"Why?" I asked.

"Why? Well, let's see. Their kind kill us." Amund returned.

"Yea, but this one isn't. It's not bothering anyone."

"No, not yet at least. But once it wakes up, it'll fly to the village and attack."

"Yea, but-" I tried to argue.

"Let's just kill it, already." Haldis cut in. Haldis and Amund started walking towards the sleeping beast.

"No, don't." I said, after I rushed in front of them.

"And why not." asked Amund angrily.

"Because...um-"

"See, you don't even know why we shouldn't kill it. Why are you even defending it?" he asked.

They walked past me, and raised their axes. I had no idea why I was defending the sleeping beast. But in the back of my head, I just felt that I had to make sure it wouldn't get hurt. When they were about to strike, I threw a rock, I found on the floor, at the Gronckle. I hit it on the snout and woke up with a start.

The dragon was angry to have been woken up from its nap. Anger filled its eyes. It let out a roar and started flying towards us with its little wings. It shot fire at me, but luckily, I dodged it.

"Run!" yelled Haldis. We dashed out of the cave, as fast as our legs could carry us.

I was the first on out of the cave. The others came right behind me. We stood on the ledge, looking around for a quick way down. I spotted a long Pine Tree along the side of the mountain.

"Over here!" I shouted as I ran to the tree. The two teenager Vikings saw were I was heading and pushed past me.

'I helped them and they shove me to the side. Awesome.' I thought as Amund jumped onto the closest branch to us and helped Haldis climb on.

It was my turn, when the Gronckle finally flew out of the cave. It looked around to see when we were, and flew as quickly as its tiny wings could carry it. I reached out to grab Amund's hand. I stood as close to the edge and strained my arm, trying to reach them. I only managed to touch his fingers. But I couldn't grab his hand. I had to jump.

The cranky Gronckle was getting closer by the minute. I had to decide fast.

I took the risk and jumped, just as the Gronckle was going to reach me. I reached out to Amund and Haldis, but I didn't jump far enough.

My body crashed down, through the branches. Then my body crashed against a large branch and pain shot through my body. I gritted my teeth and let out a small moan of pain.

"Are you okay?" shouted Haldis, as I heard them make their way down quickly.

"Yea," I shouted as I struggled to lower myself to the floor. We gathered at the bottom of the tree and started walking home.

I tripped over my own feet every once in a while, but got up again. After a while of limping, we made it out to the beach. We stopped to rest for a while and then continued again.

After a while, I saw the cove where I hid my raft. My eyes widened and I hoped they wouldn't see it. I prayed to the gods, asking for their help. But they seemed to be punishing me because Amund walked up to the cove and peeked inside.

"Hey, come check this out." Haldis looked at each other and walked over to him. We all looked inside and saw my raft.

'Oh Thor, please help me.' I thought again.

"Cool. Wonder who's it is?" asked Amund.

"I dunno. But we should tell someone about this." suggested Haldis. The two Vikings started walking towards the village.

'Think, Erica. Do something to stall them.'

I let out a loud groan and collapsed on the sand. Haldis heard me and turned around.

"Erica!" she rushed to my side. "Are you alright?" she pushed my bangs out of my face with her thumb.

"Yea," I said weakly. I gave her a small smile.

She smiled back and called out to Amund. "Go get help. I'll stay here." He nodded and was about to run back.

"Wait! I mean I'll be fine. I just need to rest." I slowly got up, to show them I was alright.

"Are you sure about that?" asked Amund.

"Yes," I answered. It was nice to have friends like them, although I felt guilty I had to lie to them about pretending to faint just to keep them from ruining my plans. As we walked back to the village, Haldis and Amund talked about the possibilities of the raft being there.

"We should still tell someone about it." argued Haldis.

"We don't _have to_ tell anyone. We just could keep it between us, three." Amund said sheepishly.

"But what if its someone, who is going to take siege over Rogand."

"I seriously don't think someone who's planning to take siege of an island would arrive on a raft."

"You never know." she shrugged.

"No, I think Amund's right Haldis. If someone is planning to take control of an island, they would come on a Viking ship with their troops. Not on a tiny raft."

"Alright. You two proved your point. But I still think we should tell someone."

"No, let's just keep it between us. Please." I begged like a little child.

"Okay, okay. We won't tell anyone." I gave her a smile, but in my mind, I was grinning like a fool. And doing cartwheels.

The sun was setting, when we reached the village. Amund and I handed the axes back to Haldis. She walked back to her house, while Amund walked me home.

When we reached my house, Amund asked, "Do you want to go back where we found the raft?"

"Nah, I'm tired after what today. Maybe tomorrow, okay."

"Okay." he said and turned around, walking towards his house.

"Hey," I called after him. "You better not sneak off to the cove without me. Promise?"

"I promise." I smiled as I watched him walk home. Then I leaned against the door and looked down. I felt so guilty for lying to my two closest friends. I thought about what happened today and remembered how I wasn't sure if I should continue with my little plan.

After a while of debating against myself, I decided to continue with my plans.

...

My mother was cooking supper, when I entered. "Hello, mum." I greeted.

"Hello sweetie. Where were you? You were gone most of the day."

"Sorry, I went exploring with Amund and Haldis."

"Amund and Haldis? Aren't they a lot older than you?"

"Mom, _everybody's older _than me."

"I suppose you're right about that." She chopped the vegetables, before she asked, "Erica, do you mind helping me with dinner?"

"No, I don't mind." I stood up and walked over to her. I started helping her by cooking fish. Every once in a awhile, I would sneak a fish or some bread. An hour passed and my mother left me alone, while she went out for some fresh air. I gather the food I hid and set it on the table.

In total, I had three smoked fish and several slices of bread. I also had two cups of water. I wrapped the bread in a handkerchief and put corks on my cups. I carried everything up to my bedroom and set it on my bed. I pulled my satchel from under my bed and fitted my supplies inside.

Everything was ready. Now just for the voyage.
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Chapter 12: A Long Journey, Short

The rest of the night flew by as usual. Before I knew it, everyone was getting into bed and drifting to dreamland.

I laid in bed, waiting for my sister to fall asleep. I watched her toss and turn on the bed across the room. A while passed, before sleep finally took over my sister.

I climbed out of bed and pulled my satchel over my shoulder as quickly as I could. I placed a letter, that I had written earlier, on my pillow and climbed out the opening in the ceiling.

The letter read:

_Dear family,_

_I'm sorry for my disappearance in the middle of the night. Don't worry about me, I'm not in trouble. I didn't get kidnapped or anything like that. Instead, my curiosity got the better of me. I went out to sea, to find someone. I promise I will be back. I'm sorry to make you worry like this, but I just had to do this. I will see you all soon and I will accept any punishment for my actions._

_Your daughter,  
>Erica<em>

I dropped to the ground and glanced around to see if anyone was still up. Fortunately, the village was quiet. I dashed into the forest and didn't stop until I reached the cove. I set the oars on the raft and pulled it out. I pushed it into the water and hopped on. I started paddling and caught a glance of a silhouette.

I took out the spyglass and saw who it was. It was Amund.

Sadness filled my heart, while tears filled my eyes. I had felt there was a reason I needed to leave quickly, and now I knew why.

He was shouting something at me but the waves drowned his words. I gave him a small smile, but I doubted he could see it.

"I'm sorry." I whispered. I continued rowing, knowing that he would probably go tell my parents. I paddled until my arms grew weak and lied down. By then, the sun was coming up. I had paddled all night.

I set the paddles down and curled up in a ball. The waves rocked the raft slowly, like a cradle. Instantly, I drifted off to sleep.

* * *

><p>My voyage was like others usually go. At the start, everything seemed to go perfectly. But without a warning, the ocean turned into a death trap.<p>

This is how most of my days went:

I would wake up around noon and eat a small meal that consisted of stale bread, several bites of smoked fish, and some sips of water. It was not the most decent meal, but I had to make sure it lasted the whole trip.

Then I would lie down and look up at the sky. I would wonder what was occurring back home, while rowing.

Once night fell, I would try to read the stars and find out where I was. After I had a pretty good guess of where I could be, I continued paddling in the direction of Berk. I would keep rowing, until my arms felt like were about to fall off.

I know it's not the most fun-filled day, but most sea voyages weren't. But in the end, it would be worth it.

Other days, were a lot worse. Sometimes, rain would wake me up or a wave crashing down would soak me. Then I would spend the day shivering and trying to keep warm. Sometimes, the sun's rays would heat me up, but other times the sun wouldn't come up at all.

* * *

><p>About five days, of sitting on my butt all day, passed when something turned my boring adventure into a interesting one.<p>

I woke up one afternoon, the ocean was calm and the sun was shining. My stomach rumbled loudly and I looked through my bag. I took out the last fish and was about to take a bite. I saw the water ripple and paused.

I stared at the water and waited for something to come up.

A small pale-blue head popped out of the water. It's golden eyes stared at me.

"Hello." I smiled nervously. His eyes gleamed with curiosity and he rose from the water. I observed the creature and noticed had a long neck and a pouch hanged from its chin.

My mouth hung open in shock. "A Scauldron." I mumbled. "Wow." I was amazed, but terrified at the same time. I knew they were wild beasts. It looked at me, then at the fish I was holding.

"Oh, you want it? Well, here you go. I wasn't very hungry anyways." I tossed the fish and the dragon caught it. It gobbled it up then looked at me, pleading for more. "Sorry. I don't have anymore." I told it.

Then I did something I wasn't expecting. It came up closer to me and seemed to sniff me. My eyes widened and I receded from the beast.

I splashed into the water. I shot back up and climbed back on the raft. I was soaked once more and started shivering. I noticed the pale-blue dragon had disappeared. I looked all around, but couldn't see it anywhere.

My stomach rumbled again and I remembered I hadn't eaten anything, since the dragon took my fish. I looked in the bag and ate the remaining of the bread. I sighed and laid on my back.

I noticed dark clouds rolling in and the wind started picking up. I got up and put the satchel over my shoulder. I waited for the storm to come, hoping for the best. I huddled next to the sail and held on to the sides of the raft.

The wind started blowing a lot harder and rain poured from the clouds. The small ripples in the water turned into waves. They crashed down on my raft, drenching me. I clamped my eyes shut and held my breath. Once a wave crashed, I coughed and gasped for breath. This happened several times, and I was starting to get light-headed.

I opened my eyes and thought I saw a island up ahead. I let go of the mast and rubbed my eyes. That was a huge mistake.

Once I finished rubbing my eyes, a giant wave came crashing down. I didn't have chance to react. Before I knew it, I was tossed into the cold water like a rag doll. I swam up to the surface and gasped for air. My vision was blurry, but I was sure that wave had destroyed my raft. Now I had to swim the rest of the way or drown.

Up ahead I saw the island, and started to swim toward the shore. It was difficult, since every few seconds a wave would push me down. It felt like eternity, before I finally reached the shore.

I crawled onto the beach and coughed out water. I felt weak and my vision was hazy. I laid on the sand for about a few minutes, before I heard the flapping of wings. I looked up and saw the outline of a dragon and someone on top of it. The person climbed off and walked over to me.

"Hey, you okay?" the voice asked. I nodded, to weak to speak. "Here, let me help you." I took the stranger's hand and tried to stand up. Instead, I fell back down onto the sand. I let out a small groan and tried again. The stranger gave me extra support, and I was able to stand on my own to feet. I wrapped my arm around his neck and tried walking. The person called to someone, "Toothless. Come here, bud."

'Toothless? That was a strange name.' I thought.

My eyelids were getting heavy and I felt like my legs were about to give out any second. The person helping me must have noticed, because he said, "Don't you give up on me."

I gave him a weak smile, before I collapsed.

* * *

><p><strong>Another chapter finished. I hope you liked it and please leave a review or two.<strong>
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I woke up with a pair of eyes staring at me. I stared in horror, when noticed it was a dragon. The dragon looked at me with a curios expression and started sniffing me.

"Hey, what are you doing?" I giggled and pushed the beast away.

"I see you met Toothless." a voice said. I turned to see a thin boy with green eyes and auburn hair.

"Um, yea." I said nervously, not knowing what he was going to do.

"How are you feeling?" he asked,

"Fine, but a little cold." I answered.

"Wait here." he walked to the back of the house and came back with a blanket. "There. Now tell me what were you doing out in the ocean." He said as he sat down, after handing me the blanket.

"Alright then. Allow my to start from the beginning." I wrapped myself and started describing the event that occur in the forest with the Monstrous Nightmare. I then told him how I overheard the two Vikings talking about a boy who can control dragons, when I went to retrieve my axe with a friend. I continued by telling him how I helped my friend, Haldis, so I could collect information. And how I traded my favorite necklace to Trader Johann for extra information. And I finished my story, by telling him about my "exciting" adventure out in the ocean.

"Wow, you did all of that just to look for someone." He paused, before he continued, "You're crazy."

"Thank you...I think." I gave him a small smile and he returned the gesture. "Anyways, can you tell me where I am?"

"Yea, this is Berk." he answered.

'Berk. So I made it.' I thought happily.

"So what's your name." asked the brunette.

"My name is Pebb-Erica. My name is Erica." He had a puzzled look and I explained, "Sorry. I'm just used to being called by nickname, 'Pebble'. But my actual name is Erica."

"Oh. Well my name is Hiccup. I know, not the best name, but it's not the worst."

"Wait, you're Hiccup?" I asked.

"Yes," he said confused. "Why?"

"You're 'the Dragon Trainer'." I shouted. He stared at me as if I were insane and just nodded. "Cool." I squealed. "Wait, so that's your dragon?" I pointed to the dragon, trying to keep my tone calm (but I was freaking out inside).

"Yes. He's a Night Fury." he answered.

"The unholy offspring of lightning and death itself." I murmured.

"That's right."

"Wow. Now I think you're crazy." I said and he just laughed. "So where's everyone?" I questioned, after I observed how quiet it was.

"Well, everyone's waiting for the storm to pass. And my dad went to get Gobber, while I stayed here to see if you woke up."

"How long has he been gone?"

"Awhile."

"And how long was I out?"

"Awhile." he replied.

"Oh, okay."

"So, does anyone know you're here?" Hiccup asked.

"Not really." I said sheepishly as I stared at my feet. "I kind of snuck out in the middle of the night." I murmured. "Please don't tell anyone, though. I don't want anyone to find out. Promise?" I looked at him, waiting for his response.

"Okay, I won't tell anyone." he finally answered.

"Thanks." I smile, happy that he would keep my secret. Before we could say anything else, two Vikings burst through the door.

"Hiccup, I brought Gobber to see if the see the girl will be okay."

"Um, dad? She's fine, see?" he gestured to me.

"Hello," I waved shyly.

"Oh, I see." responded the Viking who seemed to be Hiccup's dad. They closed the door behind them and walked towards us.

"How are ya feeling?" asked the Viking with a peg leg and a hook for a hand.

"I'm fine." I repeated once again.

"You sure, lad?"

"Yes, I'm sure." I confirmed.

"Do you remember your name?" he asked.

"My name is Erica." I answered.

"Where are you from, Erica?" asked Hiccup's father.

"I'm from the Peaceable Country." I answered.

"So your a Peaceable." he said and I nodded. "Hiccup, Gobber, can I speak to you in private?"

"Sure. What is it, Stoick?" Gobber said and they walked away to the side, leaving me alone. I could hear them whispering, but I couldn't make out the words. I scooted closer to the fireplace and felt the fire's heat against my face. The Night Fury crawled towards me and curled up next to me. I stroked his scales and to my surprise, he purred. I smiled and continued stroking him.

Hiccup then sat down next to me and said, "I see you befriended Toothless already. That's weird, he warmed up to you quickly. He usually doesn't to that."

"Erica, are you hungry?" Gobber asked, before I got to ask Hiccup 'Why?'.

"Ye-" I started, before I was interrupted by the growling of my stomach. Toothless woke up from his nap and looked at my belly.

"I'll take that as a yes." joked Hiccup. I just blushed slightly and accepted the bowl of stew that Gobber brought me. I gulped it down hungrily. I wiped my mouth with my sleeve and felt stares.

"What? I haven't eaten a decent meal in almost a week."

The men chuckled at my response and Gobber said, "There's plenty of more. Do you want another bowl?"

"Sure." I handed the bowl back to Gobber, who filled it up and handed it back. "Thank you."

"No problem, lad."

I ate another two bowls of stew before I had my fill. While I ate, Gobber and Stoick sat in front of me and took turns asking me questions about myself and my life back at the Peaceable Country. After a while, my eyelids felt heavy and I let out a yawn.

"Hiccup, why don't you show Erica where she will be sleeping tonight?"

"Come on Erica." I stood up and followed Hiccup upstairs, with the blanket still wrapped around my body. "Here we are." Hiccup said when we entered a small bedroom. "You can sleep here." he pointed to the bed.

"Okay. So who's room is this?" I asked.

"Its mine."

"Oh. So, where are you going to sleep?"

"I'm going to sleep downstairs."

"Are you sure? I could sleep downstairs, while you sleep in your own bed."

"No, you're our guest."

"Okay, if you insist. But only for tonight. Okay?"

"Okay."

"So, what did your father want to talk about with you and Gobber?" I asked, trying to create a conversation.

"Nothing important." he answered, but I knew he was lying.

"I don't believe it. It was about me, wasn't it?" I said, crossing my arms.

"No, no. It wasn't."

"Oh, really? Then, why don't you tell my about it."

"Alright fine. Yes, the conversation was about you."

"What about me?" I asked, curious to know what they said.

"My dad wasn't sure if he should have allowed you to stay at our house or lock you up. But Gobber assure him, that he had nothing to worry about. He said that your tribe the Peaceables is one of the most peaceful tribes there is, so you must be as well. But then my dad started arguing, like always, that he heard from someone that said your tribe can be very aggressive to people and...to dragons."

"Well," I said, uncrossing my arms. "You don't anything to worry about. I promise I won't hurt anyone or any dragon while I'm here."

"I know you won't."

"And what your father heard is partially true. Most of the time, we're peaceful people, but if we are threaten, then yea, you better watch you're back."

He thought about what I told him and nodded. "What's with the satchel?" he pointed at my side.

"I needed something to hold my supplies." I said, as if it were the most obvious thing in the world. An awkward silence fell between us, before I decided to destroy it. "How did you find me?" I asked.

"I was flying Toothless, when the wind started blowing harder and I noticed clouds moving in. We were flying back to here, since we were flying out in the ocean. I thought I saw something, but at the same time I thought I imagined it. The wind was getting stronger, which caused us to fly closer to the water. We flew over you and that's when I saw you lying on the sand. We turned around and I mounted off of Toothless. I walked over to you and saw you were still conscious. I tried to help you onto Toothless, but you blacked out. I had to carry you bridal-style onto Toothless. We flew all the way here and my father helped me carry you in. He then ran off to get Gobber, while I stayed here."

"Oh, well, thank you." I said shyly.

"Your welcome, Erica. You should get some sleep now."

I nodded and watched Hiccup turn to leave.

"Wait, Hiccup." I called. "Um, do you think that I will be able to take a bath and change my clothes, since they smell like the ocean."

"I'll see what we can do." he said and trotted downstairs. I walked over to the bed and sat down. I took off the satchel and set it on the floor. I climbed into Hiccup's bed and it wasn't long before sleep came.

* * *

><p><strong>Did you like that? I hope you did. <strong>

**Remember to review. Don't be timid. :)**
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Chapter 14: Berk

I woke up the next morning, feeling well rested. For a second, I forgot where I was. Then the events came rushing back to me. I got out of bed and stretched. I let out a yawn and I rubbed my eyes. I sat down on the bed and looked through my satchel. I took out the rock that was shaped like a comb. My father carved it for my birthday. He knew my hair was thick, so he carved it out of stone.

I undid my braids and combed my hair. I was starting on the second braid when Hiccup entered.

"You're awake. How'd you sleep last night?" he asked.

"Great, actually." I smiled.

"Good. You hungry?" He asked.

"A little." I replied, as I finished braiding my long, dark hair.

"Come on then." he gestured and I followed Hiccup downstairs. I took a seat at the table, when he asked, "Do you want some of the leftover stew from last night?"

"Sure." I accepted, not really picky on what I ate. He served me a bowl and placed it down in front of me. "Where's your dad?" I asked, picking up my spoon.

"He's taking care of some business at the village. He's the chief, so its kind of his job."

I nearly spat out the stew, but luckily I didn't. "Wait. Let me get this straight. You're dad's the chief?" He nodded. "And you didn't tell this before. Why?" I asked.

"It didn't seem important."

"Of course, because being the chief's son is not a big deal. Do you get any special treatment?"

"No, not really. I used to be treated like a nobody."

"That stinks." An awkward silence fell between us. "What are we going to do after I finish breakfast?" I asked, changing the topic.

"I thought I could show you around Berk. Since you're new here and don't know where everything is."

"Sounds fun." I said before I gulped down the rest of stew. I helped him clear the table and we walked out to the village. I traileed him, while he showed me around the village. Toothless trailed behind us, the whole tome. I was amazed to see dragons and Vikings working together.

"Hey, Erica." he tapped my shoulder, breaking my trail of thoughts.

"Yes?" I asked, turning to see the freckled boy's face.

"Do you want to go see the Training Arena?"

"Sure," I grinned.

"Great. Toothless, time to go to the arena." he told his dragon. He mounted on the Night Fury, while I watched. "You coming?"

"What? Oh, yea." I hesitated, before I climbed on behind Hiccup. "What am I supposed to hold onto?"

"You can hold onto the saddle, but I wouldn't suggest it."

"Then what do you suggest me to hold onto."

"Me." he said simply.

"Alright." I placed my hands on his shoulders. "I'm trusting you on this."

"Don't worry. I won't let you fall."

"How do you expect me to _not_ to worry? This is my _first time_ on the back of a dragon. How do you expect me to feel? And you better not kill me. If you do I will come back and haunt you."

"Now I see what you mean about being threatened." he said sarcastically. "Now let's go." On cue, Toothless spread his wings and took off into the air.

"Woah," I tightened my grip on Hiccup.

"Easy bud." Hiccup whispered to his dragon. He seemed to understand and slowed down. The rest of the ride went smoother. A few minutes passed, before we landed inside. We climbed off Toothless and while Hiccup greeted everyone, I stood off to side with Toothless. "Good morning, everyone." he smiled.

"Hey, Hiccup? Who's the girl?' asked a blond boy. He pointed at me and the rest of the group looked at me. I smiled nervously, not knowing how to act. Good thing Hiccup saved me before I made a fool of myself.

"Everyone, I would like to meet Erica. She's going to stay here for a while, so she can learn about training dragons."

"Hi," I gave them a small smile.

Hiccup introduced me to each of the Vikings. He started with a girl who had a thick braid. "Erica meet Astrid. Astrid this is Erica."

"Hello." I gave her a small smile.

"So you're the girl Gobber was babbling about."

I wasn't sure how to response, so I nodded. Then I added, "I like your skirt."

"Thanks." she smiled. "Oh, and Gobber asked me to talk to you after class." she told me and I nodded.

Next, Hiccup introduced me to a large boy with blond hair. "Erica this is Fishlegs. Fishlegs, Erica."

"Hi," I smiled.

"Hello, I'm Fishlegs, like Hiccup said. I don't mean to brag, but if you need to know anything about a dragon, I'm your guy."

"I'll keep that in mind." I smiled.

"Okay. Erica meet the twins. This is Ruffnut," he gestured at the girl, "and this is Tuffnut." he gestured at the boy, who pointed me out earlier.

"He-" I started to say but was cut off.

"Hi, I'm Ruffnut." said the blond girl. "And that's my weakling brother."

"Hey!" shouted Tuffnut. "I'm not the weak one, you are." He pushed her and she kicked him in return. I stared at them as punched each other, not horrified by their violence, but instead astonished.

"Come on, Erica. There's one more person for you to meet." he lead me away to a brown-haired boy. "And lastly, Snotlout."

"Hello, I'm the charming, handsome, and powerful Snotlout." he gloated after pushing Hiccup away. I didn't even have a chance to utter a sound. Then, Tuffnut pushed him to the floor. "What was that for!" he shouted as he picked himself off the ground. The twins snickered and I couldn't help myself from giggling.

"Come on, guys." Hiccup looked at the twins. "We're trying to give a good impression."

"If you don't mind me asking, how did you get here?" questioned Fishlegs.

"Oh, that's simple. I sailed here." I answered, as if it were no big deal.

"By yourself?" Astrid frowned. I just nodded.

"Cool. Did you see any pirates?" asked Tuffnut.

"No, but I did encounter a Scauldron." I told them about how I first met up with the beast. I told them everything from giving the dragon my fish to him startling me and making me fall into the water.

"You befriended the Scauldron," Hiccup gasped.

* * *

><p><strong>So how did you like the chapter? Tell me, I want to know.<strong>

**Don't be shy. :)**
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Chapter 15: Me, a Dragon Trainer?

"What are you talking about?" I asked.

"Don't you see? You gained that dragon's trust." Hiccup explained.

"What? No, that was nothing." I argued.

"Well, what you call nothing is something." Fishlegs grinned.

"You're joking, right?" I asked and Hiccup shook his head no. I didn't know whether to believe him or not. I mean, did I _really_ train a dragon, without realizing it. It all seemed impossible. Unbelievable. Unreal.

"Alright, come on everyone. Let's get doing." Hiccup signaled to the others. "You okay?" asked Hiccup when the others left to the skies with their dragons.

"Yea. I'm fine, just thinking about what you said."

"Look, I'm sorry for saying that."

"You don't need to apologize. You were just telling me what really happened. And it actually made a disturbing amount of sense. So, thank you."

He gave me a small smile. "Your welcome. So, are you coming along?"

"No, I think I'll stay here." I said, staring at the stone floor.

"Oh, okay then." he walked over to Toothless. "We'll be back soon." he said as he mounted on the Night Fury.

"I'll be waiting." I called after him as he took off, catching up to the others. I sat down on the stone floor and tried to process what Hiccup said. Did I really gain the trust of a Scauldron? Did I really train it? Without realizing it? Yes, I did. Even though, I didn't want to accept it. I did gain the trust of a Scauldron without realizing it. And before actually meeting the 'Dragon Trainer'.

It was empty and I sat there thinking of how it felt to fly a dragon. 'I bet it feels like the best thing on the world.' I smiled. I heard footsteps getting closer to the arena. I looked up to see Gobber trot in.

"How come you're not with the others?" he asked.

"I didn't want to bother their training." I lied.

"But I thought you came to Berk to learn how to train dragons. And you won't learn just sitting there."

I thought about his statement. He was right. I came to learn how to train dragons, not stand off to the side. "You're right. I guess I'm just nervous about messing up." I admitted.

"Well, why don't we start easy." he said and kneeled down in front of me.

"How do we do that?" I questioned.

"I know a few things about training dragons after watching the rest of the kids."

"What kind of things?" I asked, my curiosity showing.

"Now let's see. First, you have to show the dragon, you mean no harm. Show it that your a friend. You throw away any sort of weapon you have. Swords, axes, daggers, about anything that can hurt the beast." I nodded, signaling him to continue. "Then, you approach the beast slowly. You put your hand out and touch its snout."

"That simple." I murmured.

"Look here come the others." Gobber pointed out. "I better be on my way. Good luck with the dragon training." He said as he stood up and walked away. "Oh, Astrid has your new clothes."

"Thank you, Gobber." I said as I watched him leave and the others fly in.

"Okay, that's it for today everyone." Hiccup told the rest of the Vikings.

"Yes." cheered Snotlout and flew out on his dragon. The others started leaving as well. Only Astrid, Hiccup, and their dragons were still in the arena.

"So, you're going to take her?" Hiccup asked Astrid and she nodded.

"Come on," she dragged me towards the Nadder.

"Where are you taking me?" I asked, feeling uncomfortable.

"Didn't Gobber tell you that I was going to give you some clothes?" she asked as she climbed onto the dragon.

"Oh right," I murmured and climbed on after her. We flew out and towards a house, which I assumed was hers. We walked inside the empty house and she lead me to the back of the building. There, we entered a room with a bath and clothes.

"So, I'll leave you to do your thing." she said and left. "Just shout if you need something." she said from the other side of the door.

I walked over to the folded clothes and examined them. There was a studded skirt, brown leggings, and dark blue top. I smiled and stripped myself of my old clothes. I jumped into the bath and scrubbed the sea salt from my body. I then washed my hair to get rid of the fishy smell. There was a towel and I grabbed it. I dried myself and slipped into the new clothes. I then combed my hair, braided it, and pulled my boots on. I admired my clothes and grinned. I felt clean and like a new person.

I folded my old clothes and set them on the table. I pulled the door open and walked out. "Astrid!" I called and she popped out of nowhere.

"Yes?"

"Gah!" I yelled. "Don't do that! Anyway, what do I do with my old clothes?"

"Well, you can wash and keep it or burn it." she answered. "Now come on, Hiccup and the chief are waiting for you." She grabbed my wrist and dragged me out the door. She pulled me through town, to the chief's house.

Hiccup was waiting outside with Toothless. "Hey, Astrid. Hey, Erica." he greeted.

"Hey Hiccup." we both said in unison.

He turned to Astrid and said, "Thanks for letting her...you-know."

Astrid smiled and said, "Your welcome." With that, she turned around and walked back to her own house.

Once she was a good distance away, Hiccup started talking. "I hope you like the clothes Gobber got you." I nodded and he continued. "Come we want to show you something." We walked inside and Hiccup's dad was waiting for us.

"There you are." he grinned. "I thought you weren't going to arrive. Anyway," he turned to face me, "Hiccup told me how you didn't want to sleep in his bedroom. So Gobber and I built you a temporary room for your stay at Berk. Come let me show you." We followed his dad to the back of the house. We walked into a small room, with a door made by curtains. A bed and a wooden chair were the only furniture in it. "I know it's not much-"

"No, it's fine." I cut him off. "I'm only going to stay here a while."

"Well, I'm glad you like. I'll let you settle in." he left me and Hiccup alone in the room.

"So you told him?" I turned to Hiccup.

"He asked if you were comfortable and it slipped out." We were silent for a while, before Hiccup asked, "Are you sure you're comfortable here?"

"Yes, I'm sure." I replied.

"Alright, if you say so. Well, I'll let you rest."

"Wait!" He turned around and stared at me. "Look, I just-I just wanted to ask if we can go on a ride on Toothless before going to bed."

"Oh, okay. I'm sure Toothless would like for a spin before going to sleep." He walked out and I trailed behind. He called him and went outside. He strapped the saddle on once more and climbed on. "You coming?" I nodded and hopped on. I held onto his shoulders and prepared to take off. "Okay bud. Let's go." he told his dragon. Toothless did as he was told.

The wind rushed past me, making my hair fly in all directions. I pushed my bangs out of my face and I looked down below. We were really high up in the sky. I felt nervous and tightened my grip on Hiccup. I hid my face in his back and shut my eyes.

'Dear Thor, what kind of mess have I gotten myself into now?' I thought.

I slowly opened my eyes and looked around again. I ignored the height of how high we were and focused on the view. The scenery was beautiful. The sun rested on the waves down below. I looked at the island and saw its forests, lakes, and mountains. Large, fluffy clouds floated above us.

"Wow." I sighed. "It's beautiful." It was all so amazing. For a second, it all seemed like a dream, a fantasy. But it wasn't, it was all real.

"You enjoying yourself?" Hiccup asked, bursting my thoughts.

"Huh? Oh, yea I am." I answered, still staring into the clouds.

"Glad to hear it." After a few minutes, Hiccup asked, "Ready to head home now?"

"Yes, I am." Smiling that I had accomplished riding with Hiccup. We flew back to his house and I went to my little bedroom. I laid down on the bed and thought about the flight. Before I knew it, sleep had taken over me.

...

The next morning, I got out of bed and noticed no one was here. I put on my boots and opened the front door. I walked out to the forge and found Hiccup.

"Morning, Hiccup." I greeted.

"Good morning, Erica. I see you're awake." He said, glancing at me before he turned back to work.

"Yup. What are you working on?" I asked, peeking over his shoulder.

"Just a little something. It's a surprise." he said scooting away, not letting me see his project.

"Oh, okay." I frowned. "For who?"

"I can't tell you." he murmured.

"Oh, okay." I frowned again. "So when are we going to the arena?"

"You're really eager to learn how to train dragons, aren't you?"

"It _was_ what I came for." I smirked.

"I can't argue with that." he chuckled.

"So are we going?" I asked eagerly.

"Yea, just hold on a minute."

I nodded. I walked over to the sleeping Night Fury and sat down next to him. "Hey there sleepyhead." I whispered. Toothless slowly open his eyes and let out a small purr. I stoked his head, while I waited for Hiccup to finish whatever he was doing.

We arrived at the Training Arena, where everyone else was waiting for us. We dismounted and Hiccup greeted everyone. He explained to everyone, what was on the agenda. I wondered around, taking a closer look of each dragon. I saw a Zippleback, a Deadly Nadder, a Gronckle, and a Monstrous Nightmare.

The memory flashed back. I remembered the fear in my father's eyes and suddenly I felt small. The beast looked at me as if it was reading my mind. It crawled towards me.

* * *

><p><strong>Another chapter done. And thank you for the new follows and favorites. <strong>
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Chapter 16: Dragon Reading

**Hey guys. You want Erica to own a dragon. Right? So, I want you guys to help me with this part. ****_I_**** had already planned what dragon she should own. But I want to know what ****_you_**** think. Try to convince me.**

**Now, without further ado, here's the next chapter.**

* * *

><p>The red beast started crawling towards me. I stood there, watching it crawl closer. I had no idea on what to do. Only one thought came. I had to protect myself. I reached down into my boot. I slipped my dagger out slowly. Then Gobber's words on show-a-dragon-you're-a-friend-not-an-enemy repeated in my mind.<p>

'Right, show it your a friend, not an enemy.' I thought and slipped my dagger back into my boot. I wasn't sure whether to leave or to stay.

I heard Tuffnut ask, "Hiccup, what's the new girl doing?"

"What are you talking about, Tuff?" Hiccup asked. In the corner of my eye, I saw him turned around. He let out a gasp and told me, "Don't move."

"Not planning to." I yelled back.

He then turned to Snotlout and said, "Snotlout, go get your dragon away from her."

"I thought she came here to learn about dragons, so let her learn." he argued back.

"She not going to learn like that. She still has to learn how to trust them first." Hiccup yell back.

'I guess no one is going to help.' I thought and decided to try. "It's okay." I said to the dragon as I approached him, but it seem like I was saying it to myself. Once I was a few inches in front of the monster, I stared at the dragon and it stared back at me. I stretched my shaking hand and I placed it on his snout. I felt his scales and air puffed out of its nose. I smiled at the dragon and he let out a happy grunt.

It was weird, how about two weeks ago, one of these kinds of dragons tried to harm me, but now I was befriending one.

I looked back at the rest of the gang and saw the same thing as when I stood up to the Monstrous Nightmare in the woods. Shocked looks on their faces. There was a weird silence that lasted seconds.

"I see Hookfang likes you." Hiccup was the first to speak up.

I nodded and kept petting Hookfang. "He not half-bad for a Monstrous Nightmare." I said.

Hiccup came up to me and asked, "How did you do that? First, Toothless and now, Hookfang. You have a really friendly connection with the dragons."

"Thanks?" I said unsurely.

"Now that Hookfang likes you, you can take him on rides. With me of course." Snotlout said.

"Just ignore him." Hiccup said, stepping in front of him. "Anyway, I think you would make a great dragon trainer. So, let's see if that is true. Come on everyone mount up." Everyone hopped on their own dragon, while I rode with Hiccup. We took off into the skies and did a practice exercise.

A few hours passed, before everyone went home. We flew back to Hiccup's house, where I sat by the fire while Hiccup was deep in thought.

"What are you thinking about?" I poked him.

"Nothing," he murmured.

"Oh really? If it was nothing, you wouldn't be...like this." I gestured at him.

"Alright, look. I'm sorry. It's just weird how all the dragons seem to like you. And you don't have to try to be friendly or anything."

"And is this bad?" I asked. I wasn't really sure of what he thought.

"What, no. It's just...unusual. I mean I've never seen anything like it."

"Maybe you'll figure it out when you help me learn how to train dragons. Like I came here in the first place." I huffed.

"You're right. Okay, so you know the basic steps for training a dragon. You showed us that today. So I'll tell you what you need to know about the dragons." The rest of the night, we spent reading about each dragon. Learning where it lives, what its favorite food is, and all that other stuff. I wrote it down in my journal. Thank the Gods that I brought it, or else I would have to try to memorize it.

Between the learning, Hiccup would ask about my life back at Rogand. I would answer his questions and we would continue studying. I also told him about the talk I had with Gobber about dragon training. He was very pleased with me for remembering what Gobber told me.

It was late at night, and my eyes would struggle to keep open. We had our backs against Toothless's side. the Night Fury already asleep. I knew that I would pass out soon, but I kept reviewing my notes. Hiccup sat next to me and had already gone to sleep. I let out a big yawn and nestled up between Hiccup and Toothless.

I loved their friendship between dragon and boy, and wanted to find a dragon of my own. So we would have a similar friendship.
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Chapter 17: Axes

**Hey there, everyone. I'm so glad you liked the last chapter. I hope you like this one too.**

* * *

><p>I wandered out to Berk's beaches, since training was over for the day. It was late afternoon and the sun wouldn't be long before it set. I stopped and stared out to the ocean, wondering how my family was doing. I wondered if they were doing fine without me. I felt the wind blow on my face when I was deep in thought, before I snapped back to the real world and continued walking.<p>

I was alone, since Hiccup was working on his "something". I kept trying to guess what the object might be from time to time. He didn't let anyone see it, especially myself.

I came across a forest and walked into it. Trees surrounded me from all sides and I felt safe. It was just like _my _forest, back at Rogand. Except, I wasn't familiar with this one. But that didn't matter, now was a good time to explore it.

I walked past trees and bushes. After a while, I started growing bored. I was ready to head back to the village, when I heard a grunt and an axe being thrown at a defenseless tree. I moved towards the voice, looking for the owner. It was Astrid.

I watched her throw her weapon for a while, before I decided to show myself. "Nice shot." I complimented, when the axe hit the tree.

"Wh-Oh thanks." she turned around to see me. "How long have you been there?"

"Not long." I answered, but then went back to the axe. "You're really good."

"Thanks." she grinned. "Want to give it a shot?" she asked and tossed her axe at me.

I caught it and smiled back. "Sure. I'd love to." I then threw her axe to the same tree she had hit earlier.

"Not bad." she told me. "But it's my turn again." She walked over to her axe wedged in the tree and pulled it out. She walked towards me and turned around to throw her axe once more.

"Cool." I gasped in awe.

We kept taking turns throwing her axe at different trees. We would compliment or give each other pointers after every throw. I felt like I was improving with Astrid's help. I kept give her friendly smiles when she thought my throws were good.

We had spent the rest of the afternoon, tossing her axe. At the end of the day, I realized I had several things in common with Astrid. I also learned that she was very competitive. I am competitive as well, but not as much as the tough blonde girl.

We returned to the village on Stormfly. The beautiful beast was just as tough as her owner. We planned to meet again tomorrow, so we could train together.

I walked in and saw Hiccup talking with his dad. Their voices stopped, the moment I came. They looked at me and I just gave them an awkward smile. I quickly shut the door and dashed to my little bedroom. Once I was out of that awkward situation. I let out a sigh of relief and plopped down on the bed.

'I wonder what they were talking about.' I thought. 'Probably about me, since they stopped when they saw me.' Everyone seemed to be hiding something from me and I didn't like it. It made me feel like an outsider. 'But then again, I am from a different island.' I frowned at the realization and tried to sleep. However, my mind was too full of the thoughts. To busy being trapped in my thoughts, I didn't see Hiccup peak in through the doorway.

"Psst," he said in a loud whisper. "Are you awake Erica?"

"Yes." I answered in my normal voice. I sat up and saw him walk in carrying a candle.

He sat down on the chair and asked, "I didn't wake you up, did I?"

"No, you didn't." I shook my head.

"Okay, good." he said, looking relieved. "So, where were you?"

"I was out for a walk on the beach and then I met up with Astrid in the woods. We started training with her axe for a while. Then, she brought me back on Stormfly." I explained.

"So, you're really good friends with Astrid now?" he asked.

"I suppose you can say that." I nodded. "Why? Is there a problem?"

"No, there no problem at all. I just hope she didn't do anything to you. She can get a_ little_ competitive."

"I've noticed." I smiled.

* * *

><p><strong>So another chapter closer to the end. <strong>**Anyway, remember to review and help me come up with a dragon for Erica.**
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Chapter 18: I Want My Own Dragon

I trotted out of the Hiccup's house and down to the village. I was supposed to meet Astrid later, before dragon training. At the moment, I had nothing else to do. I wandered through the village of Berk, searching for anything interesting. I noticed the twins were up to something. I walked up to the two blondes and stared at them as they hid something between the barrels.

"What are you two doing?" I asked. Both them turned around and looked at me.

"Nothing." Ruffnut answered.

"Oh really?" I crossed my arms. "Then, what are you holding behind your back?" I asked her.

"Come on, Ruff. She caught us." her brother said. He examined me and said, "I think she can keep a secret."

"What secret?" I asked eagerly, now interested in what they were up to.

"You won't snitch on us, right?" Ruffnut asked. I shook my hand and she said, "Okay. We're playing a trick on someone and-"

"On who?" I interrupted.

"That doesn't matter right." she replied, before she continued explaining what they were doing. "We are hiding these things around town to mess with someone. Now, do you want to help?"

"Sure." I answered with a mischievous smirk. I loved messing with people and pulling pranks.

"Alright. Take this and hide it." she handed me an axe. I looked it for a moment. Before I could ask once more on who's it was, Ruffnut told me, "Go on!"

"Alright. I'm going." I huffed and walked away. I heard the twins snicker as I was leaving and I knew I would regret it if I helped them. Instead of hiding it, like I agreed to do, I decided to see whom it belonged to. "I wonder who's this is." I asked myself, once I was far away from the Thorson twins. I sat down on the grass, behind one of the houses, and examined it once more. I had a feeling that I had seen it before, but I just couldn't recognize it.

I got up and tried to look for its owner. I wondered around town, struggling with the idea of who's axe it was that I didn't paying attention to were I was going. I bumped into someone.

"Hey, watch it." Astrid growled as she turned around to see me. "Oh, it's just you." she smiled, but it faded away. "Wait is that _my_ axe?" she pointed at the weapon in my hands. I then realized that it _was_ hers. I couldn't believe that I had forgotten, especially since I used it all afternoon yesterday. "So _you're _the crook that stole it." she crossed her arms.

"What? No," I responded. "It wa-"

But the blonde didn't allow me to explain myself. Instead, she cut me off by saying, "Don't try to pin it on someone else." Then she snatched her axe from my hands and murmured, "I thought we were friends."

She walked away and I turned to go to Berk's beach.

...

I dragged feet and kicked at the sand. "They are going to pay." I growled, referring to the twins. They made me lose a friend that I really liked. I always had a difficult time making friends and with Astrid it wasn't like that. I had many things in common with her and she was really nice. Even though we only met a few days a couple days ago, I made a strong friendship with.

As I kept mumbling to myself, I noticed someone flew by on their dragon. I looked up to see it was Astrid. She and Stormfly zipped by and made their way to the academy.

'Crud, I'm going to be late.' I thought and started running to the arena. 'And this is why I wished I had my own dragon.'

...

I entered the arena, panting. Everybody was there with their dragons, getting ready to do the exercise.

"You okay?" Hiccup asked.

"Yes, I'm fine." I said between breaths.

"Are you sure?" he asked.

"Yes," I answered. "I'm sure." He nodded and we continued with training as usual.

Throughout the session, I would catch Astrid glaring at me and I would pretend to not notice. But inside, I felt my blood boil and I would glare at the twins. It was their fault that she was mad at me.

...

By the end of the day, I was exhausted. I plopped down in front of the empty fireplace and didn't make a sound. Toothless came over to me and nudged me on the shoulder. I turned around and smiled at the Night Fury. He seemed to sense my sadness, so I scratched him on his chin to assure him I was fine.

"Are you okay?" Hiccup asked as he sat down next to me. "You were quiet all through practice. Something's bothering you. What is it?"

"..." I didn't even look at the brunette when he questioned me.

"Alright, so you're not going to speak." he frowned. "Well, I've known you long enough to know that you can keep a secret hidden very well. So, I won't try to get it out of you. However, I _am_ going to try to cheer you up." he grabbed my hand and pulled me up. "Let's go for a ride."

He lead me outside and we climbed on Toothless. We took off into the sky and flew around Berk.

The wind rushed and the sound of flapping made me grin. Being on the back of a dragon made me feel free and I was glad Hiccup knew that. Once we started to head back to his house, I asked, "Do you ever get bother by me?"

"What do you mean?"

"Well, I'm usually riding with you and Toothless. Don't you ever miss riding alone with your dragon?"

"Why do you ask?"

"Just wondering if I did," I answered. "Because I could get my own dragon, you know?"

His ears perked up at this. "Do you have one in mind?"

"Actually, yes."

* * *

><p><strong>So what do you think Erica has in mind?<strong>
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Chapter 19: My Own Dragon

Hiccup agreed to help me train my own dragon. After I had told him what dragon I had in mind, he decided that we set early to find him. He planned to arrive back at Berk before training started.

I agreed with his plan and we went off to get some rest.

The next morning, both of us set off on Toothless.

Hiccup told his father where we were going and he seemed pleased with the idea of me getting my own dragon.

"I wish you luck." he told us before we took off.

...

It had almost been an hour, since we left Berk. We were gliding over the ocean, hoping to find the beast. We all had grown bored of just staring at the water.

"So how did you get the other Vikings of Berk to accept living and training dragons, instead of killing them?" I asked, trying to break the silence between us.

"Well, it's a long story." he started.

"I'm not going anywhere." I told him.

...

Hiccup had finished telling his story awhile ago and all we heard was the sound of the waves. "Do you think we should head back?" he asked.

"If you think it's best." I answered.

"We'll search a little longer and then we'll head back." he told me after a while of silence. I nodded at his comment although he didn't see it. I kept my eyes peeled and hoped to find it soon. I heard a small splash behind us. I turned around to see what caused it, but saw nothing.

"Did you hear that?" I asked Hiccup.

"Hear what?"

"Nevermind." I shrugged and turned to face forward. Again, I heard a loud splash and felt water on my back. I turned around once more. I saw a pale blue tail. "Could it be?" I murmured.

"Could what be?" Hiccup asked. Instead of answering, I kept my eyes on the water. A couple of minutes passed and nothing happened.

'I guess not.' I thought. I turned to face forward again and felt something large hit Toothless' side. I didn't see what it was, but I knew it was big. Everything was a big blur. The Night Fury lost control and we all fell out of the sky, towards the water.

I lost my grip on Hiccup's shoulders when we hit the water. The ocean surrounded me and my instinct was to swim upwards. As I did, I saw something and got the hold of something scaly. At first, I thought it was Toothless' tail. I wrapped my arms around it and felt myself being pulled upward. I gasped for breath as I was lifted out of the ocean. I opened my eyes and saw the tail was a pale blue. I looked up and saw a familiar face.

If dragon's could smile, I'm sure this Scauldron was. In return, I gave him a small, weak smile. I heard some flapping and saw Hiccup on Toothless.

"Erica! Thank the gods you're okay." Hiccup said from the back of his dragon. He and his dragon were dripping wet. "I thought you were a goner." He looked at the beast and asked, "So, this is the Scauldron you were talking about." He leaned over to pet it, but the dragon let out a growl.

"It's okay." I assured the pale beast. "They're friends." It seemed to calmed down a bit and I smiled. "Let's head back." I told everyone after I climbed onto the Scauldron.

* * *

><p><strong>So, what do you think. Did you like it?<br>Sorry to those who wanted Erica to own a different dragon, but didn't get it. And sorry that it was short. I promise the next chapter will be a lot longer. **

**Remember to review. :)**

**Also, I wanted to ask something. Do you think its weird that I ship my OC, Erica, with Tuffnut and not Hiccup like other writers? I just feel something between them. I don't know why, though. I guess I'm just weird like that. Anyways, I was just wondering what you, as the readers, think.**
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Chapter 20: Dragon Training

I rode into the arena on Toothless with Hiccup. The first thing I noticed was everyone's expressions. Almost everybody had bored looks on their faces, except Astrid. She was angry and I wouldn't blame her. We were very late.

I slowly climbed off after Hiccup and followed slowly behind him. Astrid was the first to speak.

"Where, in Thor's name, were you?" glared Astrid. Mostly at Hiccup, though.

"It's not his fault we came late. It was mine. I asked him to help me with something and it took longer than expected." I cut in. I couldn't let him get in trouble for something he didn't do.

"Really? Then what was _so important _that Hiccup had to help you?" she growled.

I looked at Hiccup for an answer. I didn't want to spoil the little surprise he planned. He wanted to show what I was capable by introducing the Scauldron. He gave me a quick nod and I turned back to Astrid.

"This is what he helped me with. Here, let me show you." I ran to the entrance of the training center. "Ready, boy?" I whispered.

I slowly lead the pale blue beast into the arena. He wobbled through the entrance and looked at everyone. I was walking backwards, but I could imagine their expressions by their gasps.

"A Scauldron." I heard Fishlegs murmur. Everyone else let out another gasp. I turned to face the rest of the group. Hiccup shot me a smile and I returned it. I guess he was pleased with the outcome. Everyone rushed towards us and started asking questions at the same time.

"Hold up, everyone." Hiccup said. "One at a time." I tried to answered everyone's questions as best as I could.

"What are you going to name him?" asked Fishlegs. "It's a him, right?"

"Yes, he is. And I don't know yet." I answered.

"Well, he has to have a name. You can't just call him Scauldron for the rest of his life." Astrid replied.

"You're right, Astrid. I just don't know what to name him." I frowned, thinking of possible names for him.

"We'll think of a name for him." Hiccup assured me. "But, now let's hit the skies." Everyone hopped on their dragon, including myself. I couldn't help myself from grinning. I had my own dragon now.

We all flew out and raced each other. I had a blast. My Scauldron wasn't as fast as Toothless, but he was still fast. And it was twice as fun. Then, we did a few exercises with the dragons.

When, we returned back to the arena, we discovered my dragon was a young one. It wasn't a baby, but it wasn't fully grown either. I didn't really mind how old he was. I just wanted him to be happy with me.

Fishlegs told me everything he had read about Scauldrons. Like what they ate and other useful Information. I jotted it down in my journal and thanked him. I was glad I met them.

* * *

><p>The next day, everyone helped to come up with a name for my Scauldron. We decided to call him Whirlpool. He seemed to like it.<p>

I flew around the island of Berk with Whirlpool after training. We landed on the beach, where I sat on the sand and Whirlpool waded in the water. He was a Scauldron after all and loved the water. While he was splashing around, I heard footsteps coming closer. I turned around to face Astrid.

"Hey," she waved.

"Hi," I replied, frowning inside. She seemed to not be holding a grudge on me anymore and I wondered why. "What brings you here?" I asked.

"I just wanted to take a stroll down the beach." I noticed it was just her. She didn't have Stormfly with her.

"I see. Well, I'm just here with Whirlpool." I told her.

"I can see that as well." she kneeled down next to me. "Look, I'm sorry for that other day. I jumped to conclusions to quickly. I should have let you explain yourself."

"Did you find out that it was the twins?" I asked.

"Yea, I did. I caught them in the act after I _got_ my axe from you." she chuckled nervously. "So, do you accept my apology?"

"Yes," I nodded. "I accept you apology."

* * *

><p><strong>I hope you liked it. Remember to leave a review.<strong>
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Chapter 21: Getting Ready to Head Back

The next few days had flown by. **(read Not Just Pranks and Tricks to find out what happened on those days, if you want) **It was all going well, until that third night. I had fallen asleep and was having a nightmare. I dreamt that I decided to go back to Rogand and my family and friends had forgotten me.

_I was wandering around my home-island and bumped into my sister._

_"Hello, Heather." I greeted._

_"Hello. Do I know you?" she asked._

_"It's me, Erica." I answered. "You're sister."_

_"I'm sorry, but I don't know who you are?" she frowned. My parents then came up her and she asked, "Mother. Father. Do you know her?" she gestured at me._

_They stared at me for a moment, before they both answered, "No, I don't." _

I woke up shaking, my palms and face drenched with sweat.

* * *

><p>I had flew out to the beach with Whirlpool, before anyone else woke up. It was still early and the sun hasn't risen. I watched as my Scauldron wade around in the water, smiling to myself. I heard flapping behind me and looked back. It was just Hiccup and Toothless.<p>

"Hey, how come you left so early." he asked, as he climbed off his Night Fury.

"I needed to be alone." I answered.

"You're not completely alone, if you brought your dragon."

"I suppose not," I chucked.

"Here," he handed me two fish. "Not sure if you or your dragon ate before you left, so I brought something for you two."

"Thanks," I took the fish. I was going to call Whirlpool over, but I saw he was already catching his food. A group of Terrible Terrors came landing on the beach at that minute. One looked directly at me and then the fish I had in my hands. "Here," I threw the fish at the small dragon and watched as it caught it in mid-air. It hopped over to me and I lifted it up to my lap. I stroked the tiny beast's back. It nestled up in my lap and I smiled.

"So why do you need to be alone?" Hiccup questioned. The smile faded off my lips and a frown appeared. I explained about the nightmare I had last night. I told him that I needed to head back soon, since I had everything I came for. And much more. "You want to head back?" he asked, frowning.

"As soon as possible. I don't want to keep my family worried about me." I said sadly. I really didn't want to leave, but I had to. If I didn't, my parents would keep stressing out about my disappearance.

"Alright then. But before you go, I want you to ask you to promise me something."

"What is it?" I asked.

"I want you to promise to write to me, so I can see how you're doing."

"Okay, I promise that I will write to you as often as I can. Is that all?"

"Actually, no. I want you to try to visit as soon as you can. But this time, make sure your parents know."

"Okay, I will." I chuckled. "But can I ask you something?"

"What?" he questioned.

"Can you take care of Whirlpool while I'm gone?"

"But how long will you be gone?" he asked.

"I'm not sure." I frowned, staring at my dragon.

"Why don't you take him with you?"

"What?" I shouted, which caused everyone there to stare at me. I lowered my voice and said, "Hiccup, if I take him with me, the whole village will be after him." I looked down at my feet, trying to get that cruel image out of my mind.

"Not if you show them that he is friendly." he said.

I looked up with a confused expression. "Are you suggesting that I, a young Viking girl that no one listens to, try to convince a whole island that dragons are friendly?"

"Yes. I mean you are one of the most bravest girls I have met. You sailed on your own on a small raft. You gained the trust of a Scauldron without realizing it. You protected your father from a Monstrous Nightmare, knowing you would be in a big amount of trouble. I'm sure this is nothing." he smiled.

"Wow, you have that much faith in me, huh?" I chuckled. "I can try." I finally answered.

"Great." he smiled. "Now, let's go tell the others."

* * *

><p><strong>Another chapter closer to the end. <strong>

**Remember to review.**
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Chapter 22: Going Home

Hiccup and I flew back to the village on our dragons. We told everyone the news about me going to head back home and I got a sad reaction. It made me feel regret inside, but I assured them I would come back and visit. This made them lighten up a little. They all trained with their dragons for the last time with Whirlpool and I.

It wasn't like usually, all fun and games. Instead, it was quiet and quick. It was not a good way to leave the island, remembering the last day was sad.

It was noon and I thought that I should be leaving. I slipped my satchel over my shoulder and walked out to the docks. Everyone I had met was waiting for me. I felt like bursting into tears, but that wouldn't help with anything.

I climbed onto Whirlpool and was about to take off, when Hiccup said, "Hold up. I'm drop you off back at your island."

"Wait. Does your dad know?" I asked.

"Yes, he does. Now, let's get going if you want to make it before dark."

I nodded and we climbed on our dragons. We lifted up to the air and started flying.

No one said anything as they saw Hiccup coming along with me. They probably discussed it while I was retrieving my satchel. But it was a good thing as well. Because a group of dragons would create suspicions.

I waved farewell to the others standing on the docks and watched as they disappeared out of view. I was leaving a place where I actually felt welcomed and going back to where I was ignored and pushed around. But I knew I would return sometime soon.

We glided through the air in silence. All you would hear was the flapping of wings and the waves crashing.

"You okay?" Hiccup asked, interrupting the silence.

"Yea, I'm fine. Just a little worried about everyone right now."

"Well, don't be. Everything will be fine. You'll see."

"I hope your right." I gave him a small smile. A while later, the Peaceable Country appeared a few miles ahead. We flew to the other side of the island, so no one would see us. We climbed off and I just stood there looking at the forest that lead to the village.

"Are you sure about this, Erica?" he asked, sensing my sadness.

"Not really," I admitted. "But I have to do this." I walked over to where Hiccup was standing. "So, I guess this is good bye."

"Not if I'm going to see you again." he gave me a weak smile.

"I suppose." I smiled back. "Thank you Hiccup. For everything from saving me on the first day to today, escorting me home."

"It was a pleasure." he smiled. I started walking into the woods, before he called after me, "Pebble, wait!" He ran up to me and handed me a folded paper. I unfolded it and a necklace slipped out. I examined it and noticed the main piece was a Night Fury. "It's to replace the one you gave up." he smiled.

I smiled at him and thanked him. "I'll wear it always." I told him after I tied it around my neck. I gave him a quick hug and then I watched as he walked over to his Night Fury and hopped on. He took off into the skies and into the distance.

I started walking back to the village, when I realized my dragon was behind me. "Right." I whispered to myself. I thought of a place, where I could hide my friend, but nothing came to mind. Only the cove where I hid my raft. "Come on, Whirlpool. I know where you can stay." I walked to the beach and towards the cove. It was just as I found it. Empty.

I led him inside and whispered, "Okay, Whirlpool. Here's what's going to happen. You are going to stay hidden, while I find a way to present you to the village. I promise to come every morning to fly you and feed you, although you can do that yourself. Just remember to stay hidden."

He seemed to nod and I smiled. I patted his head and walked down to the village, wondering what awaited me there.
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Chapter 23: Home

The sun was starting to set, when I entered the village. The first person I saw was Amund.

"Erica? Is it you?" he asked, unsure. I nodded and a smile appeared on his face. He ran up to me and wrapped his arms around me. Hugged me tightly that I felt the air couldn't escape or enter my lungs.

"Amund," I choked out. "I can't breathe."

"Oh, sorry." he released his grip and a huge grin appeared. "I can't help it. I'm just so happy you're back. Where did you ran off to? Everyone was worried. Come on, everyone would like to know that you returned."

He dragged me around the village, shouting that I returned. I was embarrassed, but it was nice to receive hugs and welcomes back home. Everyone knew me as a little troublemaker, but it was nice for a change to get warm welcomes for a change.

After we went around the island announcing I had returned, I pulled Amund to the side.

"Amund, thanks for the warm welcome, but what I really want is to go see my family."

"I don't think you will be able to do that." he answered.

"What do you mean?" I asked, knowing that he was about to give me bad news. "What happened to them?" I was starting to panic. _What happened to my family? _I needed to know.

"They left the island shortly after you did." he replied.

"What? Why? Where did they go?" I shouted.

"They went out to look for you."

I took off running all the way back to my house with Amund shouting behind me, telling me to wait. I ignored him and burst through the door. I frantically looked around the house, checking every room for them. I realized he was right. They were gone.

I fell on my knees and started to tremble. I felt someone place their hand on my shoulder. Instead of pushing them away, I allowed them to touch me. I looked up and saw it was Amund. He kneeled down beside me and hugged me. I was glad he was still here.

Meanwhile, I was blaming myself for their disappearance. It was all my fault they were risking their lives to find me. I had to do something, but there was nothing possible for me to bring them back. Only pray to the gods that they would return safely.

* * *

><p>I have been waiting for my family to return. Waiting for the right moment to show the island that dragons were friendly creatures.<p>

Everyday I would go to the cove and feed Whirlpool. Then, I would ride him out to the ocean. I had told no one about this, just like my planning to leave to Berk. It relieved my worries for a while.

I wrote to Hiccup and the gang every few days and reread the little note Hiccup gave it to me. It always brought tears to me when I read it. It brought a smile to my face when I read all the little notes the others wrote about me. I wished I could return to Berk. To see the gang again.

On the one week mark, something happened. I was wondering around the village, when I saw a ship was seen sailing towards our island. When the ship arrived at the docks, three people walked onto the dock. I saw it was a man, a woman, and a girl.

It was my family. I ran to them and when they saw me, their faces brightened. We gave each other hugs. Big, tight hugs. We released each other and walked home together.

We sat down in front of the fire place and shared stories. By the end, everyone had caught up to what crazy events had happened. I told them how I learned to train dragons at Berk. My parents told me how they got captured, while Heather explained how she had to lie to them to help our parents. In the end, they found out, but still helped.

...

The next morning, I received what I was expecting to get.

"Erica, you know you're in a big amount of trouble, right?" my dad said.

"Yes, I know." I nodded. "And I'm willing to pay the consequences." They decided to ground me for two weeks, but I was fine with that. I walked up to my room, where Heather was sitting on her bed.

"So what kind of punishment did you get this time?" she asked when I entered our bedroom.

"Two weeks." I answered. "But I'll manage."

"So what are you going to do now?"

"I want to introduce you to a friend I made on my adventure." I smiled.

* * *

><p><strong>So this is where are story ends. I hope this was good enough.<strong>

**Well, thank you all for reading it. Special ****thanks to those who reviewed. I really appreciated it. And, another special thanks to those who stayed with me from the beginning.**


End file.
